William Blake (1757-1827)


“The Tiger”
Answer the following questions, making reference to the poem.

1. How does Blake make us see the tiger as beautiful and terrifying at the same time?

2. How does Blake make us imagine the process of creation? (What associations do the images in the fourth stanza—the anvil, the furnace, the forge – bring into play?) How is his vision of the process different from what we might conventionally expect (of creation)?

3. How has the lamb traditionally been used as a symbol of goodness? How has the tiger traditionally been used a symbol of evil? How is Blake’s use of these symbols different? Is the tiger evil or sinister in this poem?

4. What is the answer to the questions the poet asks in this poem?






“The Lamb”

1. What word choices does Blake make in the first stanza characterizing the lamb as innocent? Give examples and explain.

2. To whom do you think Blake is referring in the second stanza?  Why does Blake not mention a name in the second stanza?

3. What connection does Blake make between nature and his spirituality in this poem?

4. Why do you think Blake chose the tiger and the lamb as subjects of these poems? Why is he questioning their creator or their knowledge of creation? What answer is he expecting to find?

The Tiger

By William Blake
1757-1827




TIGER, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 

In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand dare seize the fire? 

And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand and what dread feet? 

What the hammer? what the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 

When the stars threw down their spears, 
And water'd heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 
Did He who made the lamb make thee? 

Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 

“The Lamb”

Little Lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee? 
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed, 
By the stream and o'er the mead; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice? 
Little Lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee?

Little Lamb, I'll tell thee, 
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee. 
He is called by thy name, 
For He calls Himself a Lamb. 
He is meek, and He is mild; 
He became a little child. 
I a child, and thou a lamb, 
We are called by His name. 
Little Lamb, God bless thee! 
Little Lamb, God bless thee!
